WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
fake and Nordau is its prophet — God bless McKinley — Love is not Time's fool: he was turned off for lack of wit — Eve was born before Ann Radcliffe, so the world goes darkling — Tom's a cold — I am old-rose, quoth 'a — God's pittykins 'ield ye, zany, for thy apple-greenness! 'T would gi' the Ding-an-Sich a colic to set eyes on 'e — Natheless Monet was a good painter, and color-blind —
W. V. M.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
DEC. i, 1895. MY DEAR DAN:
Day after crowded day I have looked at your delightful long letter, and said, in the sweet babble of the Little Cricket Thing,1 that I would answer it sooner or later, when I was not as busy as hell. Then the speaking lines about your reclining on the Paderewskian bosom, arrived, with their tantalizing suggestion of dim-lighted rooms, transcendentalized rum toddy, and an auroral head uttering gold vaticination. I was jaundiced
1 He refers to the parody by a Harvard friend, already mentioned, of some lines in his song "My love is gone into the East." See page xxv,
39 — So is Olga Nethersole — So are you, but for a different reason — I am owner of the spheres, and grow land-poor — Literature is a
